An exhausted hand, reaching for the neighboring dial on the clock, wavers like a seized flow. 
Unwound kinks kick, flush, and splatter. Burning red and yellow hydrants clank open; a roaring 
static, like in between stations on the radio. These frequencies compete, as florets of a 
cacophony — pairing waves to petals. An outbreak is controlled, boiled, and consumed, then spit 
back out into the haze of the city. 


